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against that whitish sky the yew-trees looked very stark.
He had ordered a big wreath laid on the grave, and when
he saw it thus offered up, he thought: t First human beings,
then rams, now flowers ! Progress ? I wonder !'
Having arranged that Norah Curfew should take Mrs.
Bergfeld as cook in Bethnal Green, he drove her up to
London in the Manor car. During that long drive he
experienced again feelings that he had not had since the
war. Human hearts, dressed-up to the nines in circum-
stance, interests, manners, accents, race, and class, when
stripped by grief, by love, by hate, by laughter were one
and the same heart. But how seldom were they stripped I
Life was a clothed affair ! A good thing too, perhaps—
the strain of nakedness was too considerable ! He was, in
fact, infinitely relieved to see the face of Norah Curfew, and
hear her cheerful words to Mrs. Bergfeld :
" Come in, my dear, and have some tea ! " She was the
sort who stripped to the heart without strain or shame.
Flcur was in the drawing-room when he got home, furred
up to her cheeks, which were bright as if she had just come
in from the cold.
" Been out, my child ? "
" Yes. I—" She stopped, looked at him rather queerly,
and said : " Well, have you finished with that business ? "
" Yes ; thank God. I've dropped the poor creature on
Norah Curfew."
. Fleur smiled. " Ah ! Yes, Norah Curfew ! She lives
for everybody but herself, doesn't she ? "
" She does," said Michael, rather sharply.
" The new woman.    One's getting clean out of fashion."
Michael took her cheeks between his hands.
" What's the matter, Fleur ? "
" Nothing."
" There is."

